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ON THE JOB ONCE MORE. 


es ‘ December 5th will be published the “ Cunistuas Houipays,” and the price of this stupendous publication will be 2d. only. If the foregoing sentence 
ee oh y music by id eminent composer, the result might be different 3 but, constantly dinned into one’s ear by the unmusical voice of Dad, the effect is far 
ee ¥ ee Poor Pa is at present enyaged in correctiny Christmas proofs, in which work ‘ Friv.’ girls daily assist him. The poor dears, ’tis true, are 
; “ully startled at the frequent appearance of Alexandry through a trap-door, but this is only one of Poor Pa’s inventions to save time.”—Toorsi. 
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WORSERHALF SMILES PREMATURELY. A FRENCH DETECTIVE. 


—_—— 


—_—r. 


AT seven o'clock on Sunday morning, June Ith, 1813, 
the naked body of aman was discovered half buried ina 
copse inthe Forest of Vincennes,and covered with dreadful 
wounds, The skull, too, was fractured, 

A short distance from it was a large pool of blood, over 
which some sand and grass had been loosely scattered. 
Hard by some male garments were found. and a blood- 
stained hammer, The pockets of the clothes were searched, 
and nothing found but a scrap of paper. on which was 
written: “To have a good number, one must say three 
Paters and three ares.” 

Canler, of the secret police, took up the case, The body 
was taken to the Morgue, and there recognized by aman 
who said he had met the deceased and knew him under the 
name of Séchepine. At the office, where are inseribed the 
names of all inmates of hotels and lodging-hou-es. appeared 
that name, belonging to a domestic servant, aged twenty: 
four, livingat No. 33 Rue Phélippeausx, where be had taken: 
room on Saturday evening. Here Canter was told that Seche 
pine had left the house at ane o'clock on Sunday morning, 
although the corpse was found at screw. He learnt. also, 
the name of a soldier, Drouin, who had recommended: the 
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‘ Tees wings, : ‘ ssof M, Boutin, where the dead a 
+ “aie oe The other morning, however, he wore an aspect of joyful But » week later he had resumed his normal expression—only more eerer one raat of I. ole w : a ae un 

faci ang rows “Yes,” he chirped, “my wife is ill—very ill, Just so. “Yes,” he sobbed, with sorrowful joy, * the wife is as well as ever iad said’ he worked. ye detective wen fou in, wh 
; how the doctor called me aside and advised me to prepare for = — if possible, weller ! and we're having a little tea-drinking this after- declared that he had never heard the name of Séechepioe 


the worst. I'm preparing.’ noon to celebrate the j—joy-—- joyful occasion,” before. Drouin, however, he knew well, and said would be 
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found inthe barracks at Vincennes, Boutin also remembered a 
young workman he had employed, whose name he had forgotten, 
but who had left behind him a waistcoat in which there was a 
letter he had written, but not posted, It was signed by the name 
of Salmon, 

Neither the mistreas of the lodging-house where Séchepine had 
lived, nora workman of Boutin'’s who knew Salmon well, recoz- 
nized the corpse at the Morgue, but aman who dropped in acci- 
dentally stated positively that the body was that of a comrade, 
named Séchepine, who lodged with him, and had left on Saturday 
to find a place as servant at an office in the Rue Grenétat, 

At this office the detective learnt that Séchepine had called there 
and there met Salmon, who took him away, saying he would find 
hima place in the establishment where he himself was serving. 
Drouin was unknown at the barracks at Vincennes, and the detec- 
Ove returned to Boutin’s shop, where he learnt that Salmon had 
come ina eab and had endeavoured to borrow tifteen francs to pay 
the fare, but had been refused, Two men in plain clothes he had 
left to wateh the workshop had deserted their posts, but the house- 
yorter, after much questioning, remembered that the coachman 
Rad said he had been brought from the Barriére de Grenelle that 
morning, and had been employed all day by his fare, who now had. | 
nota farthing to pay him with, Hurrying to Grenelle, the detec- 
tive found that the man he was in search of had been locked up by 
this cabman, and was in the police cell fast asleep, 

The police woke him up, and the detective asked his name. 
“Séchepine,” he replied, “You lie!" said the detective ; “you are 
Séchepine’s murderer.” The prisoner received this intelligence 
with » shrug of the shoulders, Séchepine! he had never seen such 
n person, The passport he had shown at the lodgings he had 
picked up in the street. 

The detective had him stripped. The shirt he wore was marked 
with Séchepine’s initials,and was stained on the chest and back by 


blood, The prisoner said his nose had been bleeding. As soon as 
the examination was ended, Salmon (for such was his name) fell 
asleep again, and slept on his way ina cab to prison, It seems he 
got scarcely anything by the murder, except the poor servant's 
clothes, including the shirt which he had put on, whilst the blood 
upon it was not yet cold, 
2 * * * * * 
A FEERFLE FITE, 
pore ole gal, shee iss aprochting off erdoomm, shal shee di now, 
or shal wee sale off er up for nex number? 
* * * * * ° 
Evings, wot a seen !!!! 
billium is lay thatt fust round mee, an thee phrogg is idin in the 


eal, 
(Next week, “Yellow Starch.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


———— 

e Corer yndeats wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Your mistake, we think, F. BLACKMAN, Ours was published 
yeare before. Thanks for sketch of ALLY, ELMO, Sorry, +f) ICK, we 
can't say more, How did ybu endure, it, CRAMBO ? 'Twould have 
slaughtered us outright, The McNab is now in training, H1E- 
LAND LADDIE, for the fight. Weare well supplied with stories, 
Thank you, PHYLLIS, all the same. Certainty a good one, BER- 
NARD, Still, it's quite unknown to fame, You mistake us sadly, 
ANDY. ‘Twas the Ancient's little jest. It you doubt ua, C,H. WIL- 
MOT, Send, and put us to the test. Why be bothered, LOANS AT 
Sixty, Send us any surplus oof, Most pathetic, really, JANET, 
But against such things we're proof. Tell him gently, TROUBLED 
FATHER, Gas is rather dear just now. Thanks Sor letter, MaIp 
OF PUTNEY, Let us hope you'll kecp your vow. Any time you 
like, A Reaper, We shall be delighted quite, Certainly, you 
ought to, Esmk, At the latest, Thursday night. 
ee 
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£150 — 


will be paia io the next-of-hin of ony Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), wha shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current. issue of “ALLY 
SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY" be Sound upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident. “ALLY Suoren’s HALF - HOLIDAY” is 
published ay daatend the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ing at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week Jrom that 
time, expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
———— 

“It's a poor heart that never rejoices,” as the good honsewife 
said when she tried to dye her white stockings orange colour by 
dipping them in a copperful of b'iling hot water and County 
Court writs. ee 

a 


Lucy, What faith you must have in Dick, dear? 

Gladys. Oh, yes, dear old boy! I’ve told him I don’t mind his 
flirting with any ugly girl, just to keep his hand in, you know, dear. 
By the bye, what a jolly time you and he were having at the bali 
last night. .* 7 

* 

A VERY little suffices a too easy conscience. Jones thought he 
was te a religious 0-to-meeting young man, because he once 
kissed the pew-opener’s daughter behind the vestry jack-towel. 

*-*t 


* 
Way broods he thus, this sad-eyed man? 
Why has his face this look upon it 
OF tortured fear?) He does but sean 
The bill for his wife's winter bonnet. 
s 6 
* 

AN Absent-minded man ona railway journey resembles, in one 
respect, an impertinent aud presumptuous meuiul—he sometimes 
forgets his station. ee i 

= 

“THE fisherman's is an ancient calling,” said the lecturer, 
“Simon Peter, if you remember, was a fisherman.” “And T should 
think Ananias wag in that line,” said one who had heard some big 
catch stories. ere 2 

s 

SLOPER got into trouble, the other day, at the Guards’ barracks, 
They found him sitting down on one of the corporal’s bearskins. 
Try what they could, they could not persuade him that he was 
otherwise than a female black ostrich, trying to hatch au egg. 


FASHION FANCIES—By Miss Sloper: 
No, 447,--The * Fez League” Costume. 


Stranger, But, my good woman, if your 
rheumatism is so bad, surely sitting ou the 
cold stones won't improve it. 

Hawker, Gar on, yer silly Cockney, I ain't 
‘ad it all wy life without knowing more 
ahont it than ven, 


Yi 
/ / 


Prute, Play me something, Maud. 
Maud. But the dear baby is crying. 


Brute. That's why I want 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
Tue c-owl, 


you to play something. 


COMMANDER OF THE FAITHFUL. 
A correct likeness of keep your Haroun 


®1 Rasch 


(Saturday, November 19, 1¢99, 


ee 


“ MARVELLOUS are the triumphs of science,” said Bin... 
as he beamed on his offepring, “To think’ thas a(n ‘ 
reached this stage—that it is seriously debated whether or :,. 
practicable to signal to Mars.” And the eldest Twiglet aiid 
papa, that’s nothing wonderful after what you've done.” 
what is that?” asked the proud pater, still more beainn,. 
a hy, Mr. Suarler says that youve shot the moou De ~ 
imes. aoe 


-* 
* 


Overheard in Fleet Street, 

First Inkslinger. Hullo! Flipper, old chap—glad to seo , 
How are you getting along with that new society paper of , 
Doing well, eh? as 

Second Inkslinger. Doing well! I should just about - 
were, Why, we've had five actions for slander brought avin; 
I've been horsewhipped twice in public, and done a month ie 
for contempt of court. Doing well, did yousay?) My deur jaar 
we're knocking the bally universe ! aa 

ss 


* 
ALL the favourites “won easy "— 
“Twas a most disastrous day ! 
And one poor, unhappy bookie 
Found, at length, he couldn't pay— 
Pay the crowd of angry punters, ~ 
.Who, with keen delight and vim, 
When they found he couldn't settle, 
Very nearly settled him, 
bee 
HERE'S one you won't guess in a hurry, we'll lay a was 
What's the exact difference between a filty-guinea sealskin nar: , 
and a sixteen-and-elevenpenny brown hat, trimmed with x, 
ribbon and turned up at the side? Give it up, will you! s.. 


whether £51 13s, 1d. isn’t somewhere about the mark, 
sf 


s 
Spiffing Have you heard the young tenor, Kater Wauler? 
Spoffing. No; 1 should like to hear him sing, awfully, 
Spifing. He always does. = ¢ 

= 


THERE is such a thing as being even just a little bit too mou . 
even nowadays, We ourselves know a truly swect young girl 
blushes at the bare idea, Poor thing! it's really quite painful tw 
see her, it really is! es 

s 


A Restaurant, not a hundred miles from Leicester Square, 
Customer, It’s very close here, this morning, waiter. Haven't 
you got any ventilation? 
Swiss Waiter. No, sare; but ve vill send out for some, sare, 
.-* 


* 
Mrs. Jolly. 1 don't like your new bonnet much, dear, 1 dir: 
think it suits you. It makes your face look so long. 
Mrs, Folly, Nothing to my husband's face when he saw the bi, 
[ can assure you, ee 
a 


Cityman, Hallo, Bullion, how are you? I hear you were at 
Lord Knosewho's wedding the other day. Who was best man! 
Bullion, Why..1 should think I was—a lot ! Why, | coud 
have bought up the lot of ‘em, my boy, and not have felt it. 
ss 


s 

WHEN McMouther, the eminent tragedian, was playing at th 
Theatre Royal, Mudtown, he fell out with Goggles, the low cot 
man, and their disputes caused no little unpleasantness. Que i: 
the manager said to McMouther, “1 wish you and Gogg 
the same dressing-room.” “Why so, sir? Why so?” inqur 
McMouther, in his deepest basso-profundo tones. “ Because you 
be obliged to make up with him then,” was the reply. It is <1 
that this was the cause of the attack of influenza which cut short 
the distinguished tragedian’s engagement at Mudtown, 

-* 


“Don’T you think my Charlie's got 
A sweet moustache?” asked Flo. 
And Mabel answered, like a shot, 
“Yes; but it pricks one go.” 
= * 


les tsi 


* 

THEY were travelling down a very rough country lane ina liz! 
spring cart. when suddenly one wheel went down, the other rose: 
the air, and they were both shot over the hedge into the field tu~ 
other side. “Oh, gracious!" she exclaimed, as she felt her hat to 
see if it was injured, “was that an explosion?) Were we blows 
up?” “TL shouldn't wonder,” he replied, 27 he iabbed him 
where he had sit down so suddenly. “ Anyhow, it was caused i) 
«thundering big cart ridge.” » 

* 


Jones. IT should think old Brown is very well off, shouldu’t you 
Smith. Why do you think so? 
Joncs, Because he's so jolly stingy. 

» 2 


* 
Proud Parent, My boy, sir, has got a lot of work in him. 
mployer, No doubt, sir, no doubt; wut it’s a deuce of a jolt 
get any of it out, 


s¢ 

s 
Young Sharpshins. What is the meaning of the expression “ 
high old time”? I thought the word high was applicd to gar 


when it has been kept for a period. ee 
Old Sharpshins. Yes ; and they call it “a high old time” whic 
they have been keeping the game up for a while. 


“MEN were deceivers ever,” goes the old saying. Just s0: 
we suppose youre quite prepared to admit that women are dices 
ims, Pas 

* 

Mr, Propperer. \ consider that it is very improper, Mrs. I’. |" 
fact, quite a digrace. I happened to go downstairs last eveuln-. 
and 1 found three men in ine kitchen with the cook. 

Mrs. P. Only her brothers up from the country, Mr. P. 

Mr. P. (with a snort). Brothers, indeed! Lovers, more likely 

Mrs, P. \f they were lovers, Mr. P.,do you think that she wou 
have had them all to see her at the same time? 

Brown, What a singularly impolite man old Stingyeuss is. | 
asked him to give me his attention, the other day, and ee 

Smith. My dear fellow, you went the wrong way to werk « 
tirely ; why, he’s never been known to give anybody anythin « 
his life. +. 


IT has splendid expectations 
From a host of rich relations, | és eialit 
He's accomplished, he is handsome, he's vivacious, he is hos! 
Lut he still remains unmated, 
And for ever thus is fated, 5 
For he will persist in eating Spanish onions overnight. 
* 


* * eBat et: 
THEY'RE harder up than ever at Sloper Hall now. But, = 
ALLY, “let us try to make believe that we've got everstin’ 
want, and things are sure to go along all comfortable-like. : 
Old 'Un came home the other night with one or two or mere 1) “| ; 
behind his waistcoat buttons. "I'was well for him that he th ee 
he had made a good meal off achunk of German siusae oe 
ou! he'd only been wolfing down half a yard of old silk =! iW 
ing filled up with hair-comings that Mrs. 8, and Tootsie ne © 
in the gilded boudoir. *.* 
ist 
cts 


First Bystander, Pardon me, sir ; but—er—whose funera!!= 
Second Bystander. This? Oh, this is old Mr, ae Bm 
famous liver pill man, you know; you've heard of Quacklys 
of course? ee 
First Bystander, Rather! Whohasn’t? “One bottle—on 
isn't that it? By the bye, what did the old boy die from. Ss 
Second Bystander, Die from? Let me see—oh—er—vl cv 


| liver complaint, tu be sure. 


Saturday, November 1¢, 1892.) 
——TooTsig AT THE PAV. 


five-minute turn trick 


ind ‘Standing roous vuly 


Abrier CHEVALTER, 


seems to be working wonders at the 
"has become a standing order—| 


don't mean a “deadhead,” you 
know, of which there are few 
in the enormously popular 
establishment so ably managed 
by my friend Ted Swan- 
borough. 

According to poor, dear, old 
Snook, the music halls of the 
far away past rarely boasted of 
more than two, or at most 
three, comic singers. For in- 
stance, at the Canterbury there 
would be Mackney, © wonder- 
fully clever and — popular 
vocalist and musician, and 
Sam Cowell, not too clever, 
but then popular, and, perhaps, 
one other comic, or would-be 
comic, besides, Then there 
were Indy serios, and a man 
with a deep voice and another 
with a falsetto, and the rest of 


. the evening would be tilled by 


long selections frgm operas or 
glees and madrigals, 

Who are the dear old boys 
who now patronize — glee- 
dinners, | wonder?) Are they 
those who were, when gay 
young dogs, the frequenters 
of Evans's Supper Rooms, a 
funerenl place of supposed-to 
be entertainment in Covent 
Garden, where Snook says you 
could) buy capital chops, kid- 
heys and so on and wonder- 


woloal potatoes, and where also, till its fall and decline, 


Swere not admitted 2 


» stuse there was a band of the pastiest faced boys you 
voor heard of, who, backed up by men of weird aspect, 
| in antedilavian seedy black, roared out in chorus to the 
vd kidney company, “ Arouse ye, then, my merry, merry 


Mi * 
tis onr opening day. 


i. davbreak. traly—two in the morning, maybe, and high 
fur the pasty-faced boys to have been in bed and asleep. It 
> have been a dreary show, L should think, aud | wonder how 


Ato the 


people nowadays could be found to patronize one like it? 
lay, just now there is a very strong bill. 


Among the 


at rs, there are the Liliputian Sisters Lizzie and Louise, 


1 resp 


“Sen and wearing dainty Kate Greenaway frocks, 


ree very 
tilly, (ieore 


« Parker 


foals from: the 


iessand ean 
cand dance 
ves) ina 
wowhich is 
te find 
much fae 
surat the 


Hrown, News 
wid Les 

) doan 
tremely 
shetch, 
edo Bure, 


shire.” [tis as 


door better, 


hin any of 


the funny 


things | 


Charming 


have 
1 them do, 
th Daly 
te droll 
s to suv, 
{ Sam Red- 
i fetehes a 


uth. 


Se as 


vely twenty-two and twenty, but looking less than 


They sing and 


FLORENCE LEVEY. 


indas big a favourite. The Sisters Preston seem to be favour- 
+ too, with their song and danee, 

v success of Albert Chevalier, T saw the other day, a great 

‘attributed to his accurate delineation of a London coster. 


~hotexactly right, PE faney, 


He is quite near enough to the 


propery ot course, but such a great deal of his success must 


wt 


‘luted to the strange pathos which he contrives to throw 


smu of his work, The “ Coster’s Serenade” is delightful as 
‘him, but you should hear it attempted in some middle- 


“rooms, 
e Robina is 


Oh, good gracious ! 
a good singer and dancer, and is well appre- 


Herbert Campbell has just now got some capital songs, 


articularly, 


“UpI Came With My 


sittle Lot,” and they all tell, and 
Beauchamp’s contributions are at- 
tractive, 

Eugene Stratton has, for a while, 
at least, left the Moore and Burgess 
Minstrels, but seems to be picking 
up an extraordinary {number of 
admirers among those who haunt 


the theatres of varieties. 


His 


a Whistling Coon” goes immensely, 
also his song, “I lub a lubly gal.” 


I must not forget Tom Bass, who 


does, and deserves to do, well with 


his clever turn. 


But the bill is such 


a long one, I find I have left out 
several L ought to have mentioned. 
‘Yo begin with, the two Macs (Mac 
Nab and MacGooshlish). Ada Reeve 
is very nice, and, well, | think I have 
Just room for Florence Levey's Ser- 
[eutineries. But perhaps the biggest 
200M just now on at the Pav. is Leo 
Stormont, who, by special request, 
sings every evening Lord Tenny- 
son's last poem, “Crossing the 
Bar,” set to music by Alfred Cellier, 
and dedicated (by permission) to 
H.R. Princess Louise, Marchioness 


of Lorne, 


» * 
HOME News. 


T ought to mention that on Guy 


Fawkes’ Day (Poor Pa’s birthday) 
we had a grand display of fireworks 


SESTRATTUSN, 


is i: Dogs’ Home oli 


in our back garden, No PAINS were 
spared to make ita big success, and 
BROCK'S blazed brightly. 
ged with a chorns, 


The in- 
We set the hen- 


on tresand Poor Pa, who was erying on the gar- 


i sorrow, 


“erick on the nose froma cracker, 


Somehow all, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


A WARNING. 


TAKE my advice—but never take 
Your dearest angel fora ride 
Within a hansom, or she'll make 
A terrible to-do inside. 
I tried it once; my darling cried 
At ev'ry antic of the cab; 
She rocked about from side to side— 
With now a cling, and now a grab, 


It nearly broke her little heart 
Whenever we approached a ‘bus ; 
Whenever we got near a cart 
She kicked up a territic fuss, 
She said that nothing could be wuss 
Than all this surging, struggling crowd; 
(Her conduct almost made me cuss— 
I nearly used a D out loud !) 


Along the Strand she fainted twice ; 
In Fleet Street she indulged in tits; 

She grasped my hand as in a vice, 
And tore my new kid gloves to bits. 
She almost drove away my wits, 

Sut nevermore shall it be thus ; 

Now, when we drive, my darling sits 

Beside me in a penny ‘bus! 

—————$ — 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 
(th relen by himself, with passing observations and Jovot nutes 
by his friends and relations.) 

CHAPTER XXXIII. 

DOMESTIC ECONOMIES. 

T AM ready to declare that Mrs, Sloper is the best and most 
thrifty of housewives, With half a pound of pork sausages and a 
Spanish onion, that excellent woman could knock the Café Royal 
into smithereens, Boiled first with the onion, the best of soups ; 
fried afterwards, an extrée that would make the hair curl of an 
alderman, What that woman cau do and did do with a rolling- 
pin, L can well remember, 

(1 should think he cou/d. The dots that she has given him on 
the crumpet with that article, the way she has burst up with it that 
everlasting bottle in his coat-tail, he can well remember.—Mcu&.) 

As to what she can do in the way of dressmaking, Regent Street 
milliners ought to take a back seat. Why, do you know that when 
that dear girl Tootsie was a smiling infant, her christening-robe 
was actually made up of three yards of tucker - edging, two 
pudding-cloths, and one of my old shirt-fronts, Yet, for all that, 
there wasa “rekerkey " look about the garment that would have 
set a ballet girl in full costume a-bathing in the Regent's Canal in 
the middle of December. Ah! no one knows what a treasure that 
woman has been to me, and how she has helped me. 

(Helped him?» There's no bushel of doubts about that. The 
number of times that Mrs, 8, has had the next morning after a 
“smoker” to freshen him up for business with a ha'porth of 
smelling-salts, a cold sponge and a nutmeg-grater, is something 
too awful to retlect upon.—I KY Mo.) 

The way she can convert one garment into another is unequalled. 
Why, at the last gardeu-party that 1 went to this season, the pink 
silk necktie which created so much attraction was actually made 
out of a part of the costume which Tootsie wore as Prince Popsy- 
Wopsy in the burlesque at the “ Friv.” 

What she can do with an old table-cloth, the wildest dreams 
cannot imagine. The last time that Alexandry was at Margate, his 
trousers were made out of one. Certainly, a pattern of rosebuds and 
spring lilacs may at first sight appear to be somewhat inconsistent. 

(It certainly was so, but those cruel beasts of boys need not have 
shouted after him, “Who's been sitting on the flower-beds?” 
—TOOTSIE.) 

Yes, Mrs. Sloper is an economical woman. With 2 cow's foot 
and an old worsted stocking, and a mixed twopenn’orth of lemon- 
peel and treacle, I'll back that woman to strain and makeacalves’- 
foot jelly that 'ud make the Prime, Minister wink his eyes at a 
Lord Mayor's banquet. 

As an economist, Mrs. Sloper may be distinctly and emphatically 
said to take the double-breasted bun. 

(To be continued next week.) 


—_—_@————_—. 


WHY FRET ABOUT IT? 
WE'VE noticed (though in vain we try 
To solve the wherefore and the why) 
That all the folks beneath the sky 

Are wont to bate 
Their breath and heave a mournful sigh, 
And summon up to either eye 
Some drops of inoisture, when they cry, 
“Too late! Too late!" 


As if before their eyes were seen 

Some vision of the Might Have Been 

Upon the Has Been venting spleen 
And vengeful hate— 

As if they heard Jost souls with keen 

Remorse outpouring vain chagrin, 

“Alas!” they moan, with weeping e’en, 
“Too late! Too late!” 

Yet why should folks who hear that brace 

Of words allow the tears to chase 

Each other down their checks apace? 
For we must state 

That Walker, London's, genial face 

Bore not of pain the slightest trace 

Yest're’en, when—dining at our place— 
Toole ate! Toole ate! 


SWEET LITTLE SONGBIRDS. 

TRUE, the man had a rough exterior, and his overhanging brows 
were of n character not usually associated with the innocent or the 
gentle, but,as he stopped upon the soaked pavement and held 
up a wooden cage, in which two poor drenched little birds re- 
posed, and gazed at them in the full light beneath the gin 

lace, there came a gleam of pleasure into his eyes that could not 

ave been counterfeited. Poor little songsters ! they were dripping 
with the rain, and, ere their protector started shuffling off again, he 
considerately placed them under his coat, 

His action had not been unperceived. A benevolent old lady 
chanced to be coming out of the great draper’s where the “charity 
blankets” were finding such a sale. She had seen the poor ragged 
man with the caged birds, and had paused in the draper's doorway 
long enough to mark his action in saving the feathered mites from 
a further wetting. Taking a florin from her purse, she ran after him. 

“Hi!” said she, “show me your little birds, will you?” 

He vouchsafed no verbal answer, but pulled them out, 

“ Dear, dear,” she said, as she looked at them, “ what sweet little 
song birds. What are they?” 

“Lark an’ a linnet.” 

“ And you have just bought them?” 

“Oh, no! a bloke as T know give ‘em to me,” 

“ And you love the dear little birds?” 

“Well—er—m, ye see, missis, my old woman ain't all she might 
be as a wife, an’ orften gets a drop o' drink——” 

“LT see. And you think these little songsters will lighten your 
heart and cheer vour——" 

“No, not exac’ly that; but T thought——” 

“You thongit they would distract your attention from con- 
templating the misery that is caused by & wonran's—" 

“Oh, no, | didn’t! T thought that if so be as my old woman 
had spent the butcher's money in booze, that these yere things 
wouldn't eat so dusty with a bit o’ crust over ‘em !" 


» ae 
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A DETERMINED GODDESS. 
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“THERE'S only one drawback, old boy,” continned Tom Ripley, 
somewhat mournfully, “she is, as it were, a shade tov ethereal ; 
and how will a 
great, coarse, hulk- 

Ing, every -day sort 
of a chap, such as | 
am, feel when run- 
hing in double har- 
hess with a goddess ? 
A goddess, abso- “ 
lutely! She never 
eats, She's like one 
of those heroines one 
reads of in a novel 
—she simply ‘par- 
takes.” A wafer, 2 
sponge cake, or a 
morsel of fowl], 
barely perceptible on 
theend of a fork, are 
what she terms 
meals, And look at 
me!—the physique 
of a coalheaver, the 
appetite of a navvy, 
and perpetually re- 
dolent of — tobacco 
smoke. Why, I'm 
actually afraid to 
kiss her! [t seems 
jut like handling a 
suttertly —the BSA 
slightest touch, and ae, 
the down comes off 
the wing! No, old 
fellow, L realize that she’s a million times too heavenly for me. 
* * * . * * 

Tt was the morning after the wedding. Bathed in sunshine, the 
private sitting-room in the pretty riverside hotel, with its taste- 
tully-bedecked break fast-table, appeared a cage sutliciently gilded 
even for a pair of newly-wedded lovers. 

Mabel—her dewy freshness and fair loveliness enhanced a thou- 
sandfold by a ravishing cambric wrapper, all frills and snowy 
purity—appeared to Tom a perpetual feast for mind, body and 
estate ; and he seated himself, entirely bereft of his usually healthy 
appetite. Mere animal food in his divinity’s presence seemed little 
short of a gross insult. 

His divinity’s eye, however, ranged over the well-spread board 
with a shade of dissatisfaction, “Oh!” she cried, with a pretty 
little assumption of authority, asa deferential waiter glided into 
the room, “ bring a good-sized rump-steak as quickly as possible.” 

“But, my precious,” remonstrated Tom, rather taken aback as 

the servitor dis- 
appeared, “1 really 
couldn't eat a 
mouthful, Ho- 
nestly, a cup of 
coffee, one of your 
aweet smiles, 
and——” 

“Nonsense, you 
silly boy!" she 
interrupted, laugh- 
ingly; “you must 
eat. W bat are 
these? Oh, eggs! 
They will serve to 
amuse until the 
steak is ready.” 
And her snowy 
fingers grasped a 
spoon, 

Tom sat amazed. 
One, two, three, 
four eggs disap- 
peared ; and when 
the smoking steak 
arrived, he  me- 
chanically cut a 
modest portion, 
weighing, perhaps, 
three-quarters of a 
pound, from which 
the blood-red grav 
lusciously oozed, 
and placed it on 
This she worked her way through in the same business- 

her knife and fork with a little 


The morning after the welding. 


“Tenderly arranging the cushions.” 


her plate. 
like manner, and finally dropping 
sizh of satisfaction, cooed, softly— ; ; 

“Really, it’s not half bad! but you are eating nothing yourself, 
darling. De try a piece of steak! It's lovely!" : 

“1 couldn't, really, pet! But if you have finished and will per- 
mit me a cigarette—— . 5 

“Certainly, poppet! And, oh, Tom! if you think that horrid old 
waiter won't return fora bit, I'il try and smoke one too.” 

In a semi-dazed condition he handed her his case. 

* * * * * * 

After a delightful riverside stroll, followed by aluncheon worthy 
of the breakfast, Mabel expressed a desire for a nap, and Tom, 
after tenderly arranging the cushions, betook himself to a news- 
paper. Presently, from the sofa, there came a succession of snores, 
gradually increas- 
ing in volume. 

“Scott!” mur- - 
mured Tom, 
aghast, “ for a god- 
dess this is a start- 
ling take down.” 

When, in the 
glcamink they sat 

neath a verandah 
overlooking the 
swiltly-tlowing 
stream, he  ven- 
tured to say, 
timidly. 

“But you never 
used to eat enough 
to satisfy a bird, 
darling, | whereas 
now—" 

“Silly old boy!" 
she chirped. “Do 
you think I didn't .} 
visit the pantry in 
between whiles? 
I've got a splendid 
appetite, Tom, 
dear; but you 
know it always 
seemed indelicate 
to expose it while 
we were engaged.” 

“Thank good- 

183! "" he answer- ; r 
ed, maine her with kisses, “IT was half afraid of passing my 
with a goddess, whereas now [ tind she's tlesh and blood. | 
waiter! six dozen oysters for supper and devilled bones to fo ww 

“Anda Welsh rarebit and bottied stout, chimed in dis divin, 


Sut bencath a verandah, 
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HIS LAST ONE. 
She. “ Marriase is semietimes w failure, and life 


wok adiew we = fullial stakes, *—oosuys ina, Have yo de “Saw a mouse run across our drawinc-> 
f\ Pshould rather think so! Why bak ti t iis shelled i Be Pe WHO WOULD HAVE THOUGHT IT P other day. Couldn't draw attention to itt 
! * (oe ob Ee mm. by Juve! T should le (ithe has ust proposed). Oh, yes; but this “ Well, my dear sir, how do you feel this morning?" “I feel a bit Thad a hole in my stocking, Horrid, was it) 
' i keep away fren tine.” DX Will be the Last one, off colour, doctor.” (With such a nose, vo! — Extract from Letter of Young Lady. 
g° drat Sloper wet bo ididightat to reesive pholographa trum thuse OISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—JOSEPH DARBY, Esa. 
vl her trends whose portraits have not yet heen inserted, 2 a a 
q ora) s / = A \ t 
TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 3 ~~) WN 
e. \ 


“1 tuiderstand, Mr. Darby, that you have jumped from your cradle upwards?” personal appearance was ruined for ever; but a smart tap or two from a dum! 
said A. SLOVER to the Champion Jumper of the World. “I, myself, have jumped soon restored the Eminent’s visige to its pristine beauty, Then Mr. Darby clear! 
from my bed on more than one occasion with remarkable activity : the last time spiked gate six feet high, without a run, with the greatest of ease. ets 
being on the night of the Sth, when my son, in conjunction with his young play- deliberately took off his coat and went for that gate-—(3). He wasn’t hu 
fellow, Master Hf ns, iynited a pan of red fire and a two-pound serpent beneath but for propriety sake he hastened to resume his coat. Next Mr. Darby | 

No. 961.— Miss Katig: ARCHER. the virtuous cou no which Mrs, Sloper and myself were wrapped in our beauty from a brick, overa chair placed ona table. Nothing daunted, A. $ 


ow) a ‘; ; Sleen, TL can assure you, for the moment [ really thought my time had come, But te to do likewise.— (4). But couldn't. Then came the Man Bird's great ser 
What artist's brush, What poct’s pen could do so fair a business, blive me with a taste of your quality.” “With pleasure!” said Mr. water jump—jumping over a tank, alighting on the water, and off again er 
erature Justion ? The Douk Snovk. Darby, One of my feats is to jumpover a chair on toa man’s face while lying upon wetting the upper leather of his boots,— (5), A. SLOPE followed, but mana: 


“Oh, for the power to stem this maddening passion !* the provid, and 
: Lord Leb, ‘Thanks! ‘Turn 

“Tew truly perfect is the maiden’s loveliness!" for the life of him, A. $ 
—The Ilon,. Billy. high tlyer was petting on. 


without hurting him. Do you mind being the man ? geta few drops on Ais upper leathers, not to mention other parts of his ¢ J 
lease, on account of your nose, Steady !" (1). But, | Wringing the hand of Mr. Darby, after being wrung out himself, and wishing | 


PER couldn't help looking up to see how the champion success in his forthcoming contest in America for the belt and £400, the Enii' 
(2). With the result that A. SLOPER feared that his departed, and was soon liquidating at his favourite hostelry. 


ABOVE THE CLOUDS. 


ae 
\ 

\y ~ 

( 


uv 


(1). “ This is about the place I was to see McParriteh.” (2). Aud Parritch said, “ I've shot naething yet, but here's an auld (3). “ Craw Le icicled }* roared the Elder: “it’s my Sunday belies ~ 
craw aut last.” And Tammie slid. 
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ArPress- Ree sioner: 


ete Orbramyia- 
U WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
ch! Collisn't it? Regular seasonable November weather, Murky, yellow fogs, damp, raw | Sarasate could not be less :—A Press Fund pensioner, I hear, Now draws his £40 a year :— Behold 
mernines, are rainy afternoons, Hope you're all well and hearty, and enjoying yourselves as well | the fumed Trafalgar Square, With Socialists assembled there :—A lot of fuss is being made About 
Jiceletents will permit. Difficult to do so? Of course; but here's something to enable vouto | the block in Cotton Trade :—Alas, poor Guy! your day is o'er: Deserted for the “ally taw. :— 
Hemoron the bright sideof things, What do yousay 2?) You'd like to see it. Certainty. f { of that— 


. . y 
I } > ; Ns nly. Long distance ridesand marches seem Tv be the fashion now, Liveen.—W hat do you tick 
wonecessful epee, To rob the pockets of a*tee :—The concert proved a huge snecess— Witt \ ood tonie for the “blues.” isn’t it?) Ta-ta!——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


AT A BALL. 


ee Snag Pere: 
LISTEN TO MY TALE OF WOE. 
ts Jy, Dwar tue, and you were once really President of the 
hind ladys but honly for a short time, when Sir 
{tne an’ ines great friends, kind leddy. 


“And as the apparition rose shimmering before her these 
hollow accents fell on her ears: ‘Behold the embittered spirit 
and astral body of Bertie de Chrutchink, whose love you spurned 
jast. night.’ *Thanks, so good of you!’ said the fair Belle 
Stilton; ‘while you are here, kindly button my glove.” 

—(Extract srom Twentieth Century novel, 
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OUTSIDE BUN SHOP. 
ue Charley." Can't, mate." 
‘Wl, that's the only one,” 


al i ae phraade ee sas sees iia “Oh, Tad, what a torf yer are, Joe !— pertanial and all; bus 
Then give us She, But what will your wife say ? \ 


. tak’ nry advice, try something differcut to onions uext time yc? 
He, Say? Oh, only “ There's my husband making a fool of himself again!" scent yourself." : : 
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— 
SHOSTMAS COMES BUT ONCE A YEAR. 
bets. tts Weal) Know, no recommendition 5 neverthes 
The time for 
trumpet- 
ing, 80 
far as 

A, SLO- 

H PER is 
vi } concern. 
| ed, has 
{ no oo Ww 
: arrived, 
| | for his 
Le | 


' () ALLY SLOPERS rt 
BH CHRISTMAS 
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Christ- 
mas Num 
ber-— 
which, 
mark you, 
will be 

the 
knock- 
ont Num- 
ber of the 
year — is 
almost 
com plet- 
ed, there- 
fore does 
the Emi- 
nent 0 
to hime 
self the hearti aml warmest of congratulations, There is no 
doubt that this years ° CHRISTMAS Honmpays” will come as 2% 
ort of superior surprise-packet on the great B.P., and so cock-sure 
are oe of their approbation, that we have, without permission, 
already had a number of excellent testimonials printed from 
toinent personages, Of course we are always up to date, so the 
Which we give away gratis with our Christmas 
this year, the shape of a “Serpentine Dance,” 
pecially composed for A, SLOPER by Leopold Wenzel, musical 
dircetor of the Empire Theatre of Varieties, Leopold has done 
his duty nobly, and his essay will compare favourably with all the 
popular melodies of the day, The price of this stupendous publi- 
cation will be twopence only, and bear in mind, please, that the 
date of publication is Monday, December Sth, 
* 


qeece Of Tse 
Somber takes, 


Lonb Bow specially ran down to Brighton to he present st 
Harry Lundy's benefit at the Allmunbra, He says the plaice was as 
full asa bos of figs, and the programme a real strong un, 

os © 


* 
& SWEETHEARTS "is the taking and appropriate title of a book, 

the publication of which is always looked torward to with thrilling 

interest, We refer to the ever 7 

lar “Judy Annual,” which this year 

takes the form of a collection of 

thirty-five letters from members of 

the Kis Kiss Club, the whole 

charmingly illustrated with forty pic- 

tures by those well-known pour- 

travers of feminine loveliness, 

William Parkinson and J, Bernard 

Partridze, A sweetheart is generally 

ndmitted to be somewhat expensive 

luxury, but here youcan have a plura- 

lity of them for the modest bob from 

any respectable stationer_or railway 

hookstul inthe United Kingdom, or 

sent to yon, post free, 1/3. Now then, 

you've vot ALLY S straight tip, so 

lose no time, but put yourself in pos- 

session of this snappy shillingsworth 

without delay. «= 

* 

Tom Swit & Co. are going to do 
Dicer things than ever this year with 
their Christmas Crackers. Walter 
Smith, the boss of this crackery firm, 
has been unbosoming himself to 
A. SLorer,and the three hairs on the 
Kiminent’s pate have been erect ever 
since, with iumazement, 

. 


* 

THE Mildewed Art Critic snatched 
a few moments the other day from 
the cares of State and the prepara- 
tion of the *CHRistMAS HOLIDAYS” 
and ran into the Piccadilly galleries of the Inetitute of Painters in 
Oi! Colours, So favourably impressed was the Antiquated Acade- 
mician with the excellence of the numerous exhibits, that he re- 
turned to Fieet Street fully determined to write a lengthened 
critic, Unfortunately, however, he selected the “Sloper 
Arms us the most convenient place for putting his purpose into 
execution, and—well, there, we're waiting for that criticism still, 

*- + 


‘ 

Toorstf says the lady artistes of the Music Tall profession who 

have contributed to the “ Round Table Annual” are now known as 
© Pout-ha” girls. e 
2 

Por the third time have we paid a visit to the St. James's 

theatre, to witness representations of Lady Windermere’s Fan, 

and we must 

eandidly — con- 

fess that the 

more we see of 

this excellent 

play the more 

we like it. As 

far as incident 

Jand plot is 

;/ concerned, the 

piece is 

nothing. It is 

the smart dia- 

logue which 

saves it, and 

makes a_ bril- 

- liant success of 

= what would 

- otherwise he a 

dismal failure. 

A Stoic would 

find it difficult 

to refrain from 

laughing at 

some of the 

quaint utteran- 

evs of certain 

of the charac- 

ters, and the 

average London 

patyyoer finds 

it impossible, 

Of conrse, ina piece whieh depends so entirely on its dialogue, the 

task of the actor and actress ensaced in its interpretation is far 

harder than under ordinary circumstances, Suttice it to say that 

the company gathered together by George Alexander rise right 

well tothe occasion, and ope and ail, without exception, nobly do 

their cuty, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


the Ancient One to the 


“To the Canterbury, drat you!” yelled ( ; 
: had evidently mistaken 


cabman, who, in a dense November fog, 
his whereabouts, and had pulled up 
outside the gloomy portals of Newgate 
Prison, and to the Canterbury was A. 
sLorur driven, Upon his arrival there 
asplendid reception awaited him, and, 
by the time he was enabled to look 
round, two. stages, two halls and a 
double audience met his view, Thatn 
capital all-round company is engaged 
at this hall goes without saying, and 
‘Tilly Watson, Harry Pleon and Fred 
Mason prove hosts in’ themselves, 
Long stockinged loveliness is, of 
course, plentiful, but the su pply is cer- 
tainly not greater than the demand, 
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UNCLE RorFin is of opinion that 
there is a2 bright future in_ store for 
Mary Collette, daughter of Charles the 
Bounder. There's no doubt Uncle is 
right. Her acting in the leading part 


| in Cut off With a Shilling, played be- 


fore Cigarette at the Shaftesbury, proves 
it. We speak of her in Shoe Laue 
now as SLOPER'S Mary. 
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THE Eminent Littérateur has this 5 
day been pleased to confer the “ Award JN 
of Merit” upon Jd. G, LATHOM, Because Xe 
he's Gussy’s Atde-de-Camp, ™ Ive often ) 
thought, Feyther,” burst forth the 
Azure-Kyed Alexandry, “that clever as o 
Sir Haugustus ‘Arris is, he must ‘ave some bally clever coves 
around ‘im to do his work, ‘Arris don’t do it all ‘imself, you 
het. In spotting Lathom, you've spotted the right ‘un, and in 
wiving of ‘im the ‘Award,’ you've hillustrated the old saying, 
“Better Lathom than Nev—.’" A, SLOPER guessed what was 
coming, and nipped another really good thing in the bud by 
using @ worn slipper over a pair of tightened trousers. 

s 

DBravo, Chevalier! Your new song is a triumph, a huge artistic 
triumph, and the Mildewed Music Haller is proud of you. More- 
over, you have utterly routed the stupid croakers who, iznorant of 
the versatility of your genius, continually gave itas their opinion 
that you were no good at anything but coster ditties, and that, 
when the public got tired of them, your name would be quickly 
forgotten. Never! The homely pathos, the quiet, dry humour of 
“The Dear Old Dutch,” is as great in its way as that of any of the 
famous coster ditties, and you have proved conclusively, Albert, 
that, in or out of the “ pearlies," you are the greatest and most 
truly artistic performer on the variety stage. 


* 
£150 INSURANCE PAID. 

WE have this day paid, in accordance with the terms of “Ally 
Sloper’s Railway Accident Life Insurance,” the sum of £150 to 
the Misses Anderson, Rowan ey 
Cottage, Barry, by Carnous- - 
tie, these two ladies being the 
next-of-kin of Mr, James J. 
Anderson of Dundee, who, 
on Wednesday, Nov.2nd WAS 
killed in the disastrous acci-( 
dent to the Scotch express, 
near Thirsk station. 


Tue terrible details of the 
collision between the express 
and a goods train, and the 
deplorable results which 
tullowed, are too well known 
to need description _ here. 
Mr. Anderson was found 
dead with a copy_of ALLY 
SLOPER’s HALF- HOLIDAY, 
dated October 29th, upon 
him, et 

2 

Tue Artistic Litho. Co., 
10 Bunhill Row, K.C., have 
forwarded us specimens of 
their Christmas Cards and 
Booklets, and we have no 
hesitation in asserting that 
both class of goods will com- 
pare favourably with those 
of any other firm in London. I 
Int fact, as far as booklets are concerned, it is just a question 
whether any other firm can turn out such excellent work. 

* 


TN 


Wnr never like to be severe with our readers, but we are com- 
pelled to state, once and for all, that any person sending us, 
after this notice, any communication relating to the stranding of 
IM.S. ZZowe, purporting to bea true and particular account of 
Lave it happened, will be tracked down by the Office Assassin to 
a speedy and awful death, 7 


Tue dramatic critic of a weekly newspaper, commenting recently 
upon the performance of Lugéne Onégin, stated that the composer 
was the famous Russian, recently deceased, who had rejoiced in 
the name of Tschaikowsky. Great tuning forks! Fancy a man 
with » cognomen like that rejoicing in it! it’s too much to ask us 
to believe. +2 


THE Dook Snook says that Mr. M. Newson-Smith, chartered 
accountant and F.O.S., whose portly form has been adorning the 
King’s Road lately, was seen 
gracefully meandering 
aronnd the Brighton mpire 
the other night. Can it be 
possible that Newsy is on 
the warpath with another 
big Variety scheme? He's 
areal daisy—that’s what he 
is! Pa 

* 


THE newspapers have 
recently contained more or 
less lengthy accounts, trans- 
mitted through — Reuter’s 
Agency, of “The French in 
Dahomey.” A, SLOPER says 
there's nothing very inter- 
esting inthis. It’s the French 
in the Battersea Board 
Schools which is calculated 
to make the hair curl, 

bird 

Tin dog Snatcher, who 
stele Miss Tonisa Squire's 
nmbrelle in the Kennington 
Road, and whose owner in 
consequence, one Frederick 
Hampton, of Croydon, has 
been committed on a charge 
of stealing and receiving, 
is no relation of ALLY’S 
doz of the same name, The 
original Snatcher has many faults, no doubt; but he is always 
polite to the ladies—it’s hereditary. ; 
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25th November, 1878.—The Queen this day contert| 


(Saturday, November 19, 1899, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS 


A CALENDAR FOR THR WEEK ENDING NOVEMBER 26TH, 1Ky2 


20th November, 1874.—''om Hood died this day, ave.) 
In Aun of 21st November ure four verses, his last contribut | 
that journal— aw 
“A HATCH-ME(A)NT. 
“T lay upon the narrow strand disparting 
The region of the known from the unknown : 
At every sudden sound alarmed upstarting, i 
I called aloud with agonizing groan— 
“*Go, bid Thérése that noisy knocker stifle, 
Whose verberant voice, re-eeloing ud, 
May to the well appear a passing trifle, 
But to the sick’s an agonizing sound.’ 
“ At once proceeds the excellent Thérése, 
Exiled from France by war to Eugland’s shore; 
Thérése at once her master’s word obeys, 
And mufties swiftly the harsh knocker o'er. 
“Prompt her obedience, excellent her aim, 
She, ignorant of customs that we love, 
Used, her sick master’s illness to proclaim,® 
White satin ribbon and a white kid glove.” 


21st November 1775.—Of John Hall, an apotins 
would-be dramatist, who died this day, David Garrick wrotc— 
“Por physic and farces 
Ilis equal there searce is ; 
His farces are physic, 
His physic a farce is!” 


22nd November, 230.—This day died St. Cecilia, \ 
and Martyr. Chambers says—“ Accounts differ as to the de 
which she suffered, some asserting that she was boiled 
caldron and others that she was decapitated.” 


23rd November, 1550.—Under this date is recorded 1 
cruel murder, by his wife and her accomplices, of Arden, Mayor 
Faversham. His wife, Mistress Alice, “young, tall and w, 
favoured of shape and countenance,” was burned at Canterhis 
Mosbye, her paramour, was hanged at Smithfield; Green. 
hanged at Faversham; Black Will escaped for many years, 
was at length taken “and bent ona scaffold at Flushing? Cee. 
Pounder was hanged at Smithfield; Michael Saunderson wi. 
drawn and hanged at Faversham, and Elizabeth Statfurd, 
domestic servant, was burned at the same place. 


24th November, 1883.—This day a man named Woo! aC 
arrested in Westminster, and two infernal machines seized in ji. 
lodgings. 


ba 


Knighthood on Mr, FY, Leighton, newly elected President of tie 
Royal Academy. 


26th November, 1661.—fvelyn writes under this dai — 
“T saw Hamlet, Prince of Denmark, played, but now the old play 
bein to disgust this refined age.” Lord Macaulay, speaking ot the 
then popular dramas by Wycherley, Congreve, ete.. says, * Tis 
part of our literature isa disgrace to our language and the national 
character ; it is in the most emphatic sense of the words, ‘earthly, 
sensual, devilish.’ ” 


TOO MUCH FOR HIM. 
He had studied Hindustani, 
And was learnéd, too, in many 
Other languages as difficult, We mention just a few— 
Such as Chinese, Welsh and Spanish, 
Greek, Portuguese and Danish— 
Quite an insufficient catalogue of what he really knew, 


Asa wrangler at college 
He'd, of course, a perfect knowledge 
Of higher mathematics of the most intricate kind ; 
But for even greater learning 
His inquiring soul was yearning, 
For he tried to master “ Bradshaw,” and it quite unhinged his mit: 


_——— 


THE AMATEUR'S TURN. 

IT was our great and abiding sorrow to hear an amateur sing: 
serenade, the other evening, and very nearly our death-blow ts 
find people encoring him. Before we could wriggle unobserved 
out of the room, he had slipped out the opening blast of a sen: 
called “The Bridge,” which is, we believe,» great favourite with 
his species. No sooner had he warbled out the first line, * 1 stood 
on the bridge at midnight,” than we rushed at him and closed the 
piano with a bang. Se 

“Before you proceed any further with that song,” we sa! 
“there are just a few questions we should like you to answer, 
aud we spitied him on the following :— 

“ What bridge did you stand on?” 

“What was it that you stood? 
bridges.” 

+ Whom did you stand it to?” ; 

“ 7s it not true that he'd paid for the drinks all the earlier part 
of the evening, and you were only standing out of sheer shim 

“Docs not the fact of your leaving it until within half an hou 
of closing time prove what 2 mean skunk you are?” 

“© Which clock were you going by?” ace 

“ Could you ‘stand’ at all after having the drink, or drink. - 

“ Js it such a rare thing for you to stand the neck-wash that yu! 
must ‘make a song about it’ the once in a while you fork out. | 

Ere the surprised minstre! could recover his self-possessivn «! 
re-open the piano we had fled the room for ever. 


ee 


There are no pubs, on the 


POOR RICHARD ON ZESOP—PLAYER SLOPER. 
A. SLOPER is nothing if not right bang up to date, flush *il! 
the calendar. And whereas old Asop’s fairy tales may have ave 
very well for the Grecians of the fourteenth century, or i i 
Richard's feeble comments upon the scandals of his vill: id 
thought good enough for the “ Chimney Corner of the poue: 
little local paper, we want a new set of proverbs Hew, § 
A. SLOPER hereby has a shy at providing ‘em :— ; ine 
When the cat’s away—wall, give up rabbit pie until she cu 
back again. ay snore x bie! 
Some men are so grasping that they’d like to chip off ab! 
the clay they are made of and sell it at a brickworks. 
Never worry over spilt milk, Time goes 80 quick 
that you waste enough to earn 2 new cow. her beneti 
Don't marry a girl for her money. Marry her for het 
and for her family’s social advancement. . ee Sia 
Revenge is sweet; but it’s devilishly expensive be st i 
needn't always buy a gun to gain your ends, Get the hater 
to read his own poetry at the coming penny readings. een 
Sue n beggar and catch—nothing. Bunkum! The bine 
just the man to sue, ‘cause you get him committed oe : alta 
ind there’s an end of him, Suing a man with a pocks vy rey 
quids is a different matter. All he has to do is to Sei rae aie 
the quids in his pocket. Justice may be blind, but het 
was never better! 
Inn for a penny. 


in worryite. 


But there never was an inn fora pn 
Why, they refused £100,000 for that pub. at the oO ban 
Street, opposite Liverpool Street Station, Yet poor Sr 
about’an “Inn fora penny”! Shows what the pol u eA 
might have expected if he had been alive now and 4 
Bishop of What'shisname in his compensation schenn as 

Poetry hath charms to rile the savage breast. Get Sees 
bittah, at Spiers and Pond’s, to lend you the valentine Ur 
sent her, and read the lines to Mrs. S. ’ 

Do ill by stealth ; but don’t blush to find that the 
knows it was you, Some jokes are carried so far that t 
laugh comes out a gun barre!. 


i 


other feo" 
he crew 


y, November 19, 1892.] 
BILLY COCK-SURENESS. 


his recent lecture, “Is the drama an art or an 
Mr. Hen ry Ae nae pr the playgoer in the billycock hat.) 


Saturda 


THE erst jubilant 
Jones 

Has declared, in sad 
tones, 

That the reason the 
drama is flat, 

And not worth its 
salt, 

Is simply the fault 

Of the man in the 
billyecock hat, 


Our playwr ights, 
says “J.,” 

While writing a 
play, 


Can't notice the this- 
hess or that, 
ee ide at their 


When they know 
they must please 
The man in the billy- 


cock hat. 

But A. SLOPER will 
soon 

Make “J.” alter his 


tune 
Yea, he'll manage it on his own bat! 
‘He will hy pnotise Jones, 
Who will then cease his groans, 
J): the man in the billycock hat, 
Ss 


MARION’S VICTIM. 
“au, tell me, what has happeued? What, what is the 


sweet, plaintive notes of the fair girl's voice fell 
vied upon her lover's: ears, as, trembling and pale, he 
of into her presence and sauk exhausted into the nearest 


Sarion paled visibly. Even the Bloom of Ninon upon her 
Vircin cheek failed to effectually conceal her emotion, and, throw- 
ins herself passionately at her lover's feet, she earnestly besought 
hin to tell her what ailed him. 
fat Percival spoke no word, The ashen hue of his countenance 
epened somewhat, however, and a cold, damp sweat commenced 
Pr » manifest itself in huge beady drops upon his marble forehead. 
Murion could not repress a groan, This, then, was what she had 
feared, Anawful, an appalling eatastro he had occurred at 
last—a caiastrophe which would cast its blighting influence o'er 
their young lives, separate them, maybe, for all time, and, with the 
freway of despair, the 
lorious creature once 
« burst into an elo- 
and passionate 


ival,” she cried 
wildly, “do not, [ pray 
you, maintain this 
vstul, this: maddening 
silener, Nay, do not 
repulse me; T must, T 
willbe heard. A terrible 
nestertune has over. 
taken us. T feel it, [ 
see it in your manner, 
Bar do not) Keep _ it 
frome, dearest. Let 
hare it with you, 
> will bear the 
of it) bravely 
re Speak, speak 
tome, Lentreat you!” 
What man could 
Pesist othe winning 
ethos of sach an appeal ? Not Percivat, of a surety; for, with 
| suint effort toappear at ease, he rises from his chair and staggers 
«| towards the tire, only’ to clutch blindly for support, how- 
tthe mantel- board. 
“Marion,” he gasps, hoarsely, “I cannot—dare not tell you.” 
Mure not, Percival? For shame! Have | uot told you I will 
iit with fortitude?” 
Kat —bat it may pain—it may grieve you,” 
‘ay, What of that?” answered the girl, heroically, “ Percival, 
it erusl—it is wrong to keep me thus in suspense, Come, dar: 
inz, bv brave, be strong, and tell me what has thus unnerved you.” 
Hor lover passed a clammy hand feebly across his brow ; a dull, 
rnish palor slowly spread itself o'er his ngonized features, whilst 
mci moment the contlicting emotions which agitated him made 
speech more and more painful, but with an almost superhuman 
elturt he pulled himself partly together. 
a A as of cigars you gave me on my birthday,” he said, 
me —! de—determined to treasure them up asa toke—a 
uD of your love, but I—er—was out of baccy this evening, and 
Hl as a sudden convulsion shook his powerful frame) I—I 
ae a the way here, and—er—oho-o-o-h! I—excuse me 1 
# nd with his handkerchief and the uncompleted seu- 
‘hon his lips, the wretched victim tled the apartment 


GIRLS OF THE ‘‘“FRIV.” 
No, 73.—Liz Exton, 


IF Liz were but an area maid, 
A comely, fair and neat, 

And I might past her house parade, 
A Bobby on the beat— 

If Liz were but a salesgirl in 
The Blackman Street P.O., 

Where I, to buy a post card ‘thin, 
Might’ daily, hourly go— 

If Liz were but, by some strange fre:t:, 
A lady dentist, "neath 

Whose skilful hand I every week 
Might lose a brace of teeth— 

If Liz were but a tavern w ench, 
l'rom whose fair fingers I 

Might take the wherewithal to quench 
My thirst, when I was dry— 

If Liz and f alike were iu 
The Hallelujatr Band— 

Verchance I'd have a chance to win 
My loved one’s heart and hand. 

ut shei in Brompton, W.,, lives, 
And Tin Bromley y, E.— 

So, farther than the jovial “ Friy.’s 
From Heaven, is Liz from me ! 


ee HARDLY KIND. 

Ly SoFrTy got into a scrape the other day, 
£0 he proceeded to ask the advice of his 
best friend. “I saay—er—Jenkins, deah 


/ | 

—a0\ hooy—er—er—whant would you—er—er 
0] —do if you were—er—me—?” “W ell, 
‘ing, ae tl I'm hanged if | know, Softy,” inter- 

eeatas j, 0 Ul? certainly should be very str ‘ungly tempted 


ALLY SLOPER’S' HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


THE Rawmanrsu Locat Boanp, RAWMARSH, near ROTHERHAM. 
November Sth, 1892. 

DEAR SLOPER,—Is it sible for me to obtain your “ Award of 
Merit” and become an F,0,8.2 W ell, read what follows, and then 
say. I am a Volunteer; joined in 1858 as a private, Vor good 
attendance was promoted a Corporal, then Sergeant, then Quarter- 
master Sergeant, then Sergeant lajor. From an administrative we 
became a Consolidated Battalion. Was then made Regimental 
Guersermaster 8 Sergeant. Three years ayo, at the special request of 
the Colonel, I accepted a Commission as Quartermaster, which 
position I still hold, I have been tocvery encampment (fifteen 
years), and have, during that time, had the sole responsibility of 
feeding and “tenting” the men (we number over 1000 in the 
Reg.), without a single complaint. My Commission bears Her 
Majesty’s own signature, I have never heard of your Order being 
bestowed upon any Volunteer Officer. You will find my name with 
a“P" at the end in the Army list under 2nd V.B. York. and Lanca- 
shire Regiments. I am the oldest Volunteer in service in our 

Regiment. Thanking you in anticipation, 

Tam, yours faithfully, andareader, J.W.BELLAWY. 
a I et ee eee 

SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No, 140.—HE Rusues To THe Rescur. 


THE Clown had at his club all night 
Been guzzling: with avidity ; 

But drinking ne‘er abates his might, 
His pluck and intrepidity. 

So when, as homeward tracks he made, 
He spied a case of urgency 

Which called at once for valorous aid, 
He rose to the emergency. 


The Fossil’s look, of late elate, 
Became a most regretful one; 
His curls rose rigid on his pate, 
Like quills upon the fretful one. 
One groan he gave, one hiccough brave, 
Then, calming, murmured, stoicaily, 
“This precious ‘human life Ul say e, 
Or peter out heroically !"” 
For, through the area rails, the Lou! 
Had ina mansion’'s basement seen 
A contlagration breaking out ; 
Had also through the casement sccn 
A maiden fair with tangled hair, 
Low cowering there affrightedly, 
Whom soon the flaring flames would snare, 
And scorify excitedly ! 
As nimble as the Gondoliers 
Who ruled in Barataria, 
High o'er the rails old Mouldy Ears 
Jumped right into the area, 
And, ere the crackling flames had*uatbed 
The girl who there did shiver, her 
Dishevelled hair was bravely grabbed 
By her robust deliverer ! 


To tranquillize the trembling maid. 
He kissed her marble forehead o'er 
And o'er. He up the stairs convey cd 
Her form ; then, in the corridor, 
O’erwhelmed with wild excitement, he 
Fell pantingly and wearily ; 
But, ere he swooned, “ Thank Goodness, she 
Is saved !” he chuckled, cheerily. 

EXTRACT FROM POLICE ReEpoRT.— At the South-Northern 
Police Court, a debauched-looking individual, who described him- 
self as ALLAH SHLOPERISH, of no fixed abode, was fined £5 and 
costs for having, at 5.30 A.M. on Tuesday, broken intoa gentleman's 
house in B—— Street, and deliberately kissed (with intent to 
poison) a housemaid who had just lighted her kitchen fire. 


TW oOPENCE. 
Post freo, Threepence. 


READY MONDAY, DECEMBER 5th, 


ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


100 
ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED, 


A CHARMING PIECE OF MUSIC, 


TOOTSIES “SERPENTINE DANCE,” 


Specially composed by LEOPOLD WENZEL, Musical Dineetas at 
the Empire Theatre, Levecster Square, 


AND A DOUBLE-PAGE PLitTR, BY W. F. Tuomas 
(ineasuring 22in. x 15in.), 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS DINNER. 


Amongst many other special attractions will be found 
A CARTOON, BY W. F. THOMAS, 


A GAY CHRISTMAS EVE, 


AND A LARGE DRAWING, BY HAL LuDLow, 


BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.” 


(Representing the first performance of the Grand Christmas 
Pantomime, written by the Emine at Littérateur ). 


TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIC 
never before published, 
TWOPENCE. 


GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“TrtE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE I, 1® SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE JANE, Loxpow, TF! Lospon. F.C, 
T HE PEACETAKING PIECEMAKE! PEACETAKING PIECEMAKEk. 
A CERTAIN class of play there is, 
In which the play appears 
A nave round which the evening's biz. 
Unceasingly careers. 
I’ve many a melodrama seen 
By many a playwright cute ; 
And in each several one has been 
A discord-bringing brute. 


This brute—* this villain of the play ’-- 
By schemings dark and dire, 

Deprives of peace for many 2 day 
The hero's sweetheart’s sire. 

The hero's sweetheart’s heart he males 
Of peace entirely void, 

And from the hero calmly takes 
What peace he's e’er enjoyed. 


Of peace a loving wife he robs ; 
A sister's peace he steals ; 

A mother’s pence (while sore she sols) 
He grinds beneath his heels. 

Yet, though of peace he ne'er doth cease 
To fleece hoth great and small, 

Were there no wretch to wreck the peace, 
There'd be no PIEece at all! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Ww HEN a carringe has 2 gee-gee in it, it should be apelt carriagge, 
TH place for an up-to-date furniture warehouse: Hire-land, 


| 


i too, Why, you may 


TjSRISIENIRessacneeseseeeeeee 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
THE LADY ELFRIDA. 


(A Srory ov trun CRUSADERS.) ys 
—_—s 


CHAPTER X 


As Sir Montmorency rode into the « ‘ourtvard of his eastle, it wes 


evident to his eye that sometnin Unwonted had oecurred, ‘I 
men-at-arms stood : 
moodily silent; — the 
steward turned aside, 
as if he feared to meet 
his) master's eye, and 
only the lady cook, 
whose left eye was 
obscured with a pocket- 
handkerchief, tied sal- 
tire-wise, seemed bold 
enough to air her 
plaint. 

“1 you please, sir, I 
don’t mean to ill-con- 
venience vou, but I'm 
all packed up and am 
ready to go as soon as 
you pay me my wages, 
for not another ble ssed 
minute will I stay in 
this ‘ere sitivation.” 

“Peace, minion!" 
said Sir Montinoreney, 

“and be respectful. 
What means this out- 
break?" 

“There's been a 
serious row, my lord,” 
said the steward, “ and 
Lam efraid my lady is 
much offended. if 

“What is your 
plaint?” said Sir Mont- “Not 
morency to the cook, 

“Which | don’t mean to be disres pe cetful, sir, whieh von are the 
best master as ever was, but | can't stand her ladyst tpnohow. ane 
that’s flat, And when’ she come into the kitche tates Pdidn't 
admire mistresses which interfered too much, as she said, * Hold 
your peace,’ and [ said 1 wouldn't, and she hitme in theeve with 2 
rollin spin which was lying on the table, and Mil have the law of 
her if there is justice to be had in the county court. knows my 
place, and V’ve always kep’ it, and done my dooty by yeu, sir 
ut it ain’t in woman nature to stand being treated Like that, an a 
stand it I sha'n’t—so there!” 

“ Pay her her money, steward, and let her go,” said Sir Montmo- 
rency, in sad but not in unkindly tones, as he turned towards the 
banqueting hall, where he found the Lady Elfrida with flashing 
eyes and foot beating 
the floor in’ ill-sup- 
pressed fury, 

“Soh, sirrah! you 
go abroad and letve 
me alone to be ine 
sulted by your ire. 
lings do you? 
broke forth the part- 
ner of his bosom, in 
furious tones, 

“Madam, had you 
kept your place and 
not interf-red witere 
it beseemed you not 
to interfere, you 
would have fared 
less badly.” 

“Ha, then, do I 
understand that you 
enue ourage your 
minions in their out- 
rages upon me?” 

“Todid but speak 
the truth, madam; 
you can place upon 
it what construction 
you please.” 

“Knough; TT see 


wah 


erother minute will T stay." 


it all, fo came not 

here to be thus 

“You leave me to be insulted.” treated. Twill ap. 

peal to omy father. 

He will not brook that T should thus be treated with dis “spect. 


In Torquiville | was treated with the respect due to my station, 
W hile my honoured father has life and health, he will protect 
me.” 

“T saw him to-day ; the ood man is well, and has added a holy 
friar to the establishment.” 

“'Tis well; the good man will teach him his duties.” 

“Tle has already taught hima new and tovothsome way of mixing 
his liquor.” 

“Ha, you insult my parent ! 
ex pressions,’ 

“He does, and did, in the most kindly and hospitable tishion, 
We had _ several 
samples of the > -/ -—— oh 
friar’s ingenious : Reese 
concoction; and, \ ir 
faith, it did me i 
good and checred 
me most mightily 
to meet your lady- 
ship’s frowns !”’ 

“Enough, Lwill 
home to my 
father!” 

“Tom afraid he 
will not admit vou 
to the castle: but, 
tush! there is no 
need for you to 
leave this, You 
are mistress here 
in everything, 
and if you de- 
sire to be master, 


He will know how to treat your 


be that also. I 
have resolved to 
zo abroad, The 
Ragen rages 
round the Holy 
City, and Chris- 
tians must defend 
it. I will joiu the 


Crusade.” 

“Oh! you will, ; 
will you?) Yon A couple of mail shirt. 
can please your 


S s - ¥ 
seer ed will be left at your command, and [will only take 
a conpie of shirts—of mail, and a few necessaries, Co sether with my 
men-at-arms, and | trast you will be happy.” 

(Take vanluded wort to) 


376 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, November 19, 1897 
eo SS ’ . 


THE “F.O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. OH, THOSE MUSIC HALLS! 


(Scexe—Interior of Church During Service.) 


“ And| will you be a good little wifey, Flo%" “y, 
that is—— What is your income, Frei?” . 


Mn. ToM TINSLEY, F.O.58 
‘Ton must have been born at some 


“Although t 


dof his exi trange to say we have no record of the ; 
i esting event. Of & itis not advisible to take too much Old Gent, (just waking up from nap). Oh! al! yes! Waiter, bring me a whisky and soda, a sixpenny 
anted in this world ; nevertheless, bis birth may be safely cigar and & programe. “ANYTHING TO EARN A HONEST BROWN.” 


Dasa fact. Tom was educated with the Idea of filling a 
in the world. He does so with & vengeance, his fiyht- ee 
ilit being something between two hundredweight aud a ’ 
ton. He is, therefore, a manof weight. At the age of eightern, ce ALL S WELL THAT EN DS WELL.” 
he awoke to the fact that he was a person of impertat nd the : i 
knowlalge was imparted to the world in weekly nimber First c 
he posed as John Ball, took a shilling pleasure trip ina ghten 
yacht and made an effort to rule the wave The waves turned 
hasty in eonsequence, and upset his calculation as well as his 
rerson, Tom was washed ashore, holding ou like grim death ta 
ask. Still the gallant youth persevered, and before long 
cel as a monsie hall star, Twinkled brightly on the variety 
stace for several years, drank whisky and put on flesh, Eventually 
comic singing became tedious, and, grasping the situation as well 
as the opportunity, he became manager and chairman of Gattis 
je Hall, Villiers Street, a position whieh le bras retained up 
t moment. Chietly beeause he is a gennine type of 
| chairman, Tom was created F.O.S.. and the 
ard of Merit’ presented to him September 15th, 1883,” 
t Improved, 


THE LATES 
“Will you prefer ze Grecian or retroussé nose, madam ?* 


tting my little 


(1). Sfrs, Pugpetter (of the Anti-Virisection Societn). “Help, policeman! Look at Murder !*——(4). “ You see, madam, T was merely engaged in cw 

that horrible wretch cutting up that dear little monkey alive! Arrest him at once.” lair by order of Mrs. G., when you did me the honvnr to call.” Mfrs. Pugpetter 

—(2). “What! you won't, eh? You heartless villain! Ill do it myself then. that case, sir, I bey to apologize for my intrusion and to take my leave.” Ire 
‘adam. Most happy to have affordet you ans 


Here goes !"—(3). * Now, you cruel, cowardly, muniering monster, Fl seratch you Grabley, “Pray do not mention it, mada! 


to bits, awd see how you like it yourself!"  Proressur Grabley, “Police! Help! amusement. Good evening. Hope you will do me the honour to call again.” 


AUTHORITIES. 


A GOOD REASON. 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. 


“A little love 1s all very 
eometimes canses nnnecessiry pain.’— A. SLOPER, Moralist. 


“Ahem! Private Smith, ye are dirty, moi. 


Why lave yenot performed your ablutions this “}Ium! I never could see what he t 


ulmires in her with sneli th | 
incest 


A PROMISSORY NOTE. | 
Knoviny Dow. Dou't cet buyin’ adog-whip this time, guv ner, morning 7" “Well, you see, sergeant, Tm on ee ; F save Understou, denote 
an’ I'll promise to go like merry Hades for every boy that yells, the sick hst, and doctor's orders are to stop ull upper lip.* “A long upper lip, ve always anderson 
“ Where did yer git them karves?” No. 36.—Phyllis. manual exercise for a weck.” It's her fearful nose that T can't stand.” = 
hed by t wen = $9 Shoe Lane, London, E.U.—Saturday, November 19, 1892. 
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